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AN 


„NN this tremendous Hour, when gloomy Fate 

6 1 Frowns like an angry Meteor o'er the State, 

% Portentous, dreadful, big with War and Woe, 

« And all the Miſeries which from Diſcord flow: 

« See! how Britannia's Sons their Hours employ, 

« How ſhun the Vengeance flaming to deſtroy ! 

& Alas! my Country plung'd in Sloth and Eaſe, 

No Emulation can thy Spirit raiſe ; 

* No manly Ardor can thy Breaſt inſpire, 

«© Thy Glory funk, extinct thy martial Fire; 

&« Forgot thy Edward's, and thy Henry's Fame, 

«© Thy Plans all teem with Slavery and Shame; 

6 In vain loud Thunders roll, red Lightnings dart, 

«© No Prodigies can wake thy drowſy Heart. 

« Like Pharaoh harden'd, and like his thy Fate, 

© Doom'd to the Scourge. of Heav'n's ſevereſt Hate, 
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2 AN APOLOGY FOR THE LINED 
*« Tn this black diſmal Moment of Diſtreſs, 


With every Boſom anxious for Succeſs, 
«© The meek American can faſt and pray, 
Can beg his God to waſh his Sins away, | 
1 On bended ſuppliant Knee, with one Accord, 
« In dee p Contrition they can ſeek the Lord. 
« Warm in their Souls the Love of Freedom glows, 
„ They feel as Men their mangled Country's Woes : 
* With mutual Ardour fan the Patriot Fire, 
« Greatly to dare, and manfully aſpire. 
« A martial Race, urg d on by Senſe of Wrong, 
« Hardy by Climate, and by Temp'rance ſtrong, 
« Old England, careleſs, indolent, and gay, 2-21. 
To Pride and Luxury the deſtin'd Prey, 4 
„In Revels waſtes her Night, in Sports her Day. 


“When did encroaching Vice portentous riſe + : 
% To ſuch a Bulk, ſuch huge gigantick Size? EY ; 


« When did unbounded and triumphant Luſt 
« Ride o'er the Land with ſuch impaſſion'd Guſt? 

« When did Corruption with a Tide ſo ſtrong 

« Roll on, and drown all Senſe of Right and Wrong ? 


AN APOLOGY FOR THE TIMES. 3 


«© When did the Love of Play with ſuch a ge 
ce Uſurp all Hearts, and ſpare nor Sex, nor Age? 
© When was the Crop fo rich in Fools and Knaves, 
e When did the Treaſury feed more willing Slaves? 
« Walpole in vain aſpir'd to ſee the Day, 
© When every Engliſhman would ſtoop for Pay, 
© Tho' bad the Times, and venal was the Age, 
c Yet ſome there were too honeſt to engage 
«© Who felt for Freedom, and their Country's Cauſe, 
© Freedom e' en then in Britain found Applauſe. 
ce Riſe from thy Tomb, thou proſtituted Man, 
% See! Mtb accompliſh thy deteſted Plan. 
« All haſte to join the mercenary Band, 
« And ſcarce five Righteous left to ſave the Land, 
« All bow to Baal, and docile to the Goad, 
e Stoop to take up the Miniſterial -Load ; | 
© See! to the Pagod Lords and Commons run, 5 
ce Pleas'd with their Ruin, proud to be undone. 
ce Not 1/-ae!'s Sons with more abandon'd Will 1 
« Bow'd to the Golden Calf on Horeb's Hill; co PA 
« Thandto the hireling Slaves of this ſunk Iſle, 
<« On thee, their God, their holy Idol ſmile, 
B 2 
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« One univerſal Fate-involving Cauſe, 


The fable Curtain of Deluſion draws 


“ Ofer Church and State, o'er Country, King, and Laws. 
% Heaven ſometimes, to chaſtiſe flagitious Times, 
tc Ripe in Iniquity, and big with Crimes, 
« Sooner to execute the dreadful Plan, 
te Exalts to Pow'r ſome bad, bold, deſperate Man, 
tc Scatters the Vengeance with unſparing Hand, 
c And needs no Rod but V rh to {courge the Land. 
| cc Trefilian was the Curſe of Richard's Reign, 
« Empſon and Dudley were old Harry's Stain ; 
« And Straſford plan'd the Scheme in evil Hour, 
« That made deluded Charles affect a Deſpot's Power. 
« Tn James s Days, ſee |. bloody Jeffreys drudpe, 
« Black was the Monarch, blacker far the Judge. 
« Theſe gleam like Meteors o er the hiſtoric Page, 
«© Portentous Warnings to each rolling Age, 
« And preach this Leſſon, big with England' s Curſe, 
« Kings may be bad, but Miniſters are worſe. 
« When Virtue ſoar'd to too ſublime a Height, 
« Athens ſtill check'd her in her tow'ring Flight; 


\ 
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© The jealous, envious, and malignant State, = N * 
« Puniſh'd her Chiefs for being good and great: i 

«© Thus Ariftides felt his Country's Hate, og Bob WE. 
«© And mourn'd in Exile his illuſtrious Fate; i #3 
T 


But Oftraciſm here no Worth controuls, -/ 

No ſervile Clog to check aſpiring Souls; 

Still the Career is free to virtuous ane n e 1 
And Honeſty, thank Heaven, is yet no Same. 
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Then why let $S———e languiſh i in Diſgrace, ICE Han 
« While Drones like 05 fatten on a Place? 


« Let C like the Sun his Beams withdraw, MA. 
c While B——# deepens the Eclipſe of Law) 
© Let Ves and Ble unplac'd, unpenſion'd go, 
In whoſe great Souls ſuch Patriot Ardours glow-rꝰ 

cc 


While $/——y, Bar., and Spe—r, ſtand - - 

« The firſt in Rank amongſt the choſen Band ; 
<« Sworn Foes to Freedom, and their Country's-Laws, - 
© The laviſh Champions of a Tyrant's Cauſe. - | 

« Why make of Mö the Atlas of the State 
te And load a Pigmy with a Giant's Weight:: 
« A Weight, which P—zt with Toil could ſcarce ſuſtain; 

«© Which R—ck—, tho' ſtrong, eſſay d in vain. 


A 
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Kings are but Men, and Men not always bleſs'd 

e With Heaven's bright Image ſtampt upon their Breaſt ; 
When good, like Pharbys, all the World they cheer, 

« When bad, the People feel the Scourge fevere. 

« Old England's Genius droops, and penſive ſtands, 

With languid Eyes, and weak exhauſted Hands; 

<« Extinct that daring Zeal, that manly Spirit, 

<< That blaz'd fo bright in Days of ancient Merit; 

« When bold Eliza ſhook the Virgin Lance, 

When dauntleſs Henry conquer d baughty France : 

« Ambition is no moe, the venal Age 


* 


0 


„ fs ſunk in Avarice, . 


c 


A 


The Patriot, Stateſman, Churchman, all now bold 
No Argument, but Power; no God, but Gold. 
« Our Nobles lulbd, their Dignity forget, 

« The ruling Paſſion, Judgment i in a Bett; 

«© Newnarket's Fame in full Meridian Blaze, 
(But Britain's forfeited ten thouſand Ways,). 
Our Freemen fold, and, happy to be Slaves, 
Patriots commence, and: terminate in Knaves; 
Like falſe miſguiding Lights they flaſh awhile, , ” 
© Then end in Vapour, and our Hopes beguile : 


AN APOLOGY FOR THE TIMES. 
&© Thus M——b and C——{/ ſhone before; 
„ Thoſe dazzling Suns are ſet to riſe no more; 
« Sunk in the Treaſury's eternal Night, 


* 
* 
* 
* 


„Their Fame extinguiſh'd, quench'd their Patriot Light. | 


e E' en Biſhops ſeldom now to Church reſort, 
„ Lull'd in the Lethe of an opiate Court; 


%% Whene'er they ſpeak, whene'er their Mouths they ps | 


Pull down a Playhouſe, or erect a Pope. 
« Are theſe Deſcendants from the heroic Band 


« In James's Days, who made that glorious and? 
« Who choſe th' immortal Honour of the Tower, 
«© Sooner than own a Popiſh Bigot's power? 


« Alas] how chang d, the Church obſequious now, 


« Proud of Subjection, to the Voke can bow; 

« Thy Laws, O N—#h, implicit to receive, 

« (Nor act, nor ſpeak, nor think, without thy Leave 3) 
<< Paſſive Obedience is the ruling Creed, 

« And Slavery uſurps fair Freedom's Meed. 

e See Y- / another Sibrhorp, dare maintain, 

© To pleaſe the Vaſlals of a venal Reign, 

«© The curſed Doctrine, now exploded long, 

«© The Right divine of Kings to govern wrong; 
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6 The curſed Doctrine that all Men ſhould be 5 
« glaves, and but one, and he a Tyrant, free. | 
«© Now weigh the Merit of each rival-Statez  * 
ce One freſh and luſty, ane unweildly great, i 


* And tottering with her own redundant Weight; 
«© Like an old Lion worn out in the Strife, 

«© Drawn to the flimſy Dregs of ebbing Life : 

One in the Vigour « of luxuriant Youth, _ 

«© Long fam'd for Spirit, Honeſty, and Truth; 

« With evety Limb of Government in Health, 

© Unbroke by Sloth, nor yet debauch d by — 

« And if it fins in any one Degree, ; 

« "Tis in the godlike Paſſion to be a rv 

ce The other, feeble, on the Lees of Age, 

e Long, long, exhauſted by domeſtick Rage; 
Hut impotently: bold, inertly ſtrong, ' oy | 
0 Drags like a wounded Snake her maimed 3 dong! 1 
% Oppreſs'd with heavy Debt, corrupt at Heart, 

«© The Maſs polluted, poiſon d ev'ry Part, 

ce Her Commerce ſunk, her Credit almoſt dead, 

&« Flits on the Fibre of a Paper Thread. 


\\ 
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Lives there a God? All Nature cries there muſt ; 
«© Then tell me, Man, which beſt performs his Truſt ; 
„ Which of the two, all Prejudice aſide, 
«© Will God aſſiſt, or Modeſty, or Pride? | 
«© The Penitent, bedew'd with Sorrow's Show's ; "Mer 
« Or the bold Atheiſt, who defies his Pow'r ? 
e We for Dominion over others fight; 
“ To conquer others we exhauſt our Might 7 
« For Self-dominion they unite in Plan, 
© The nobleſt Effort of exalted Man 
% For Self-dominion they in War engage, 
<« The nobleſt Battle that a Man can wage. 
« We for a vain, fantaſtick, ſhadowy Claim, 
« A Tyrant Stateſman's proud imperious Dream : 
“ For Liberty, much dearer than dear Life, 
« For glorious Liberty they urge the Strife; 
« *Tis Nature's Law, tis Heav'n's ſublime Decree; - 
« None can be happy deem'd, but who are free.” 
Big with the Soul of $S————7z, the proud Sage 
Thus breath'd- his angry Spleen and factious Rage; 
Rebellion clapp'd her Hands, and felt a Flame 
Unuſual glow thro' all her thrilling Frame; 
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| Falſhood and Malice mutually combine, 

And blend their Pow'rs to form each ranc'rous Line. 
Old Cs angry Ghoſt, from gloomy Night, 
Crawl'd forth once more, and dar d to face the Ligier? ; 

Superbly out, and moſt ſublimely wrong, 

Pour'd the big Torrent of his Spleen along: 

Applauding Factions praiſe the ill-tim'd Plan, 

But cooler Reaſon reprobates the Man. 


Alas! how chang'd! that Life and Soul of War, 1 
Is now all Peace, and dreads Belloria's Car; 2 Ha 
Swears England's Foes can fever be ſubdu'd, 23 


And damns the Meaſures he himſelf purſu d? 
The feeble Blood in Age deſponding flows, + | 
And a ſick Heart will multiply its Woes. 
Sage R, on Reformation bent, 
Croak'd like a Raven o'er the drear Event: 
| Blazon'd his Country's Fame in better Days, 
When Merit rul'd, when Honeſty had Praiſe; 
Bewail'd her alter d Fate, her fallen Pow'r, 
And dwelt with Triumph on her happier Hour; 
That happier Hour, when, Pilot at the Helm, 
He ſteer'd himſelf the well conducted Realm ; 


AN APOLOGY FOR THE TIMES. 11 

But ſtill forgot the Stamp AQ's raſh Repeal, 
That fatal Stab to wounded Britains Weal; 
That pregnant Source of all the Nation's Woe, 
From whence the troubl'd Streams of Diſcord flow. 
E bleſo d the Hour when ſuch a Genius roſe, 
To paint his miſled Country's bleeding Woes; 14 
Damn'd Fews and Stateſmen, and like — lere 
That Honeſty and Honour were no more. h 'T 
Hancock and Adams praiſe the great Deſign, 
And B—ke and Franklin call d the Work divine; 
Old England's evil Genius grinning by, 
In Shape of „gave Sanction to the Lye ; 
And Yankee Doodle chuckl'd to behold - 
His beſt lov'd Prophet thus the Fates unfold. 

Thus ſung the Saint, with manly Ardour fir'd, 
With ev'ry ſeeming Honeſty inſpir d. | 
How glow'd the Soul with Energy divine! 
Bold Freedom ſpoke in ev'ry nervous Line, 
No Cato ever ſoar'd a loftier Flight, | 
No Putney ever grinn'd more Patriot Spite : 
Fair Virtue, like an ancient Grecian Sage, 
deem d to deal out her Precepts to the Age: 

C 2 
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12 AN APOLOGY FOR THE TIMES. 
But all, alas! was Fraud, Fineſſe, and Art, 
The rank Effuſion of a canker'd Heart; 
The Luſt of Malice, and th' invenom'd Rage 
Of party Veng ance, in the Cauſe engage. 
O'er Wilds of Sophiſtry and dark Chicane, 

_ © *Gainſt Senſe and Truth and Demonſtration. plain, 
With ceaſeleſs Toy,” and Talents moſt profound, 


This Mole of Faction labours under Ground, 


And round him throws, malignantly alert, — 
o' er Church and State and King his Maſs of Dirt: 
How keen the Lynx ſpies out each frail Neglect? 
How watchful ev'ry Foible to detect? | 
The State Anatomiſt, with ſtudious Care, 
Diſſects a Blunder to the niceſt Hair; 
Each Film of Folly more tranſparent made, 
And ev'ry Fibre of Miſtake diſplay'd : | 
With one vaſt piercing comprehenſive View, 
Keen- ey d he looks the Conſtitution thro', 
Sees all her ſound and all her rotten Parts, 
And pratefully the Mode of Cure imparts ;. | 
(Ouſt all the Ins, and put the Outs. but in) 
That Moment is reclaim'd the State of Sin ; 
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That Moment will the Magdalen appear 

A Babe of Grace, in Virtue's Dreſs and Air. 
Give but a Place, the honey d Sop of Pow'r, . 
The fierce State Cerberus will growl no more; 
Stretch'd at his Length, the Monſter in his Cell, 
dated his Appetite, no more will yell. 1 
So ſung the Saints of old, with plaintive Tone, 
Thus learn'd their hapleſs Country to bemoan; 
When Reformation, with her godly Band, 

_ Prowl'd like a Tartar o'er the haraſs'd Land; 
When Preſbyter with Independent join'd, 

When the vaſt Swarms of buzzing Sects combin'd,. 
With all the Phrenzy of diſcordant Hate, 

To mend the Church, and purge the peccant State: 
Bleſs'd happy Days l when Merit dar'd aſpire, - - - 
When ev'ry Boſom glow'd: with Patriot Fire l 
When Liberty, with clear unclouded Rays, 
Shone uneclipſed. by a Monarch's Blaze: 

When free-born Conſcience ſo ſublimely ſoar'd,, 
And God or Devil at her Will ador d: 

When Modes of Faith like Summer Inſects grew, 
And all Religions flouriſh'd but the true: 
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When ev'ry Engliſhman (what: ample Scope Men 

Was to his noble Self both King and Pope: 

When England's Monarch, by a — a 

Before a rebel Cpurt uncover d fate; - 

When Brad/baw-cover'd, itlt Fiperior a tic] 

And ſhake ferocious his inſulting Hand. 

With Taunt unmanly, and uncivil Pride, 
The ſetting Sun of Majeſty durſt chide :? 

| Hypocriſy, with ſolemn dull Grimace, 


Took full Poſſeſſion of each: Patriot Faces > - 3 


Then many a Vt, and many a pious Pc, 
Took of the Commonwealth a holy Slice; 

Well pleas d the Tyrant's Orders to perform, -- - 
Proud of the Whirlwind, happy in the Storm. 
Then many a t, in his gloomy Den, 

Sate nurſing Treaſon like an old Brood- hen; 

And many a B—ke, in Flower-enamelF d Tale, 
Exhal'd his Soul, Rebellion to regale; | 

In Fiction's Regions ſoar'd fo vaſt a Flight, 
No Intelle& could reach: the-giddy Height: 

| Diſtorted Judgment, Talents long abus'd, 

Dark Politicks, with Metaphyſick Smoke ſuffus d; 


z 0 
th 
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A boundleſs Luſt for Cavil and Debate, 

A more than Female Luxury in Prate; 

An Affectation to appear ſincere, © - 

Th' applauding Smile, the proud inſulting dneer; 

An overweening Fondneſs for dear Self, | 

An oſtentatious ſeeming $corn of Pei; 

Mirth in the Van, and Pathos in the Rear, 
The Man of florid Impotence declare. 

This King of Metaphor and turgid Trope, _ 

In plain unvarniſh'd Speech his Mouth can never ope: 
Whene er he ſpeaks, the Audience on the wrack, 
Put to the Torture of his worrying Clack, 

Muſt hear the Squib of Eloquence inceſſant crack. 
Like the Fool's Coat the Patch-work Piece appears, 
And all the Colours of the Rainbow wear; 
Black nods at Black, and Green near Blue is ſpread, 
There tawdry Yellow flaunts o'er dingy Red: 
We laugh to ſee the vain fantaſtick Dreſs, 

But no Eſteem for the quaint Fool expreſs : 

Then many a M——# tum d the dulcet Lay, 
The Graces ſtole, the better to betray z 
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An ill-ſtarr'd Stuart loaded with Diſpraiſe, 
But crown d a Cromwell with immortal Bays: 
For he was of that ſtubborn reſtleſs Crew, 
That, always murmuring, pant for ſomething new 3 
A jealous, headſtrong, diſcontented Race, | 
And never ſmiling in or out of Place; 
Made up of wild Antipathies ſo odd, 
They love alike their Neighbour and their God; | 
Foes to all ſocial Charms, all mild Delight, 
Their deareſt Joys to act in Spite 3 | 
Something is {till not right, or that, or this, 
A cruel Something poiſons all their Bliſs; 
No Church can hold them, and no King can pleaſe, 
So ſtrong the Luſt to cavil and to teaze: 5 
Their ſqueamiſh Conſciences, like fkittiſh Jades, 
At their own Shadows ſtart when Fear invades, | 
And headlong urg d, in Spite of Wind and Weather, 
Plunge down a Precipice to ſhun a Feather; 
In Trifles ſerious, in Effentials light, 
And prone to all Opinions but the right; 
A Ring will make them like an Ague ſhake ; 
But rouſe them, and you rouſe a Rattle-ſnake ; 
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A Surplice worſe than Satan can they hate, 
But unconcern'd behold a falling State; 
Will ſtart, and ſnort, and boggle at a Creed, 

But dauntleſs ſee their King and Country bleed; 
| Steeples and Bells their Delicacy ſhock, 
But not a Martyr bleeding on a Block: 
No Promiſes can hold, no Oaths can bind, 
No Favours mitigate their ſteel-clad Mind, 
Theſe zealous Champions of ſele& Opinion, 
Theſe proud Apoſtles of great Self-dominion, 
Are ſwallow'd up in Luſt of Pow'r and Sway 
They rule like Tygers, but like Mules obey ; 
And ſooner than be out they'll ruin all, 
Tho', Samſon like, they periſh in the Fall: 
All little Popes, who love the hallow'd Seat, 
And ſpurn the Monarch proſtrate at their Feet; | 
And ſtill to Fraud and to Deluſion leaning, Tres 
Of Words and Terms they change the Senſe and Meaning 1 
Their Zeal i is Pride, their Godlineſs i is Art, 
(Fanaticks all are Atheiſts in their Heart 
Religion's a mere Drug to cure Miſhap, 
The friendly Buſh that ſtops up ev'ry Gap; 
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Scruple a reſtive, churliſh Inclination, 
To quarrel with the Rulers of the Nation ; 
And Conſcience too, by Demonſtration ſtrong, 
Is prov'd by them the Right of doing wrong: 
; » Nurs d in the School of Prejudice from Youth, 
Their jaundic'd Eyes diſcolour every Truth; 
Objects diſtorted to their Senſes paſs, 
Thro' the falſe Glare of Predilection's Glaſs. 
| Such were the Fathers once, ſuch now the Sons; 
One Principle thro all the Kindred runs: 
The Spring polluted, turbid flow the Streams, 
One ruling Paſſion the whole Mafs inflames ; 
6 No Difference marks them at this very Hour, 
| Except that Time hath turn'd'their Souls more four: © 
As Vinegar more acrid grows by Age, 
So Years have ripen'd and ſublim'd their Rage. 
| Sooner ſhall England to a Tyrant bend, 
1 N—th be diſhoneſt, 3 his Country' s Friend: 
: Sooner ſhall F—x, with tedious thread-bare Cant, 
At blundering Miniſters forget to rant: 
Sooner ſhall Rockingham with Shelburne join, 
And Wolves and Lambs in ſolemn League combine: 
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Chedworth a Courtier cringe, or penſion'd Slave, 
And Blackwell fawn, a mean time-ſerving Knave : 
Poland reſtor d again, the Turk be free, 
Than P— r an honeſt Subject be. 
Think Tygers gentle, and polite the Bear, 
Atheiſts devout, and Jeſuits ſincere: 

Praiſe the fair Dealing of the candid Yew, 

But never think a P———n true. | 

Oh |—tho' Faction high exalts thy Name, 
Tho'-Patriot Malice laud thy Worth proclaim : 
Tho' jarring Parties in thy Cauſe unite, 

Forget their Spleen, and lull their mutual Spite ; 
Tho' R———m with thee foments his Rage, 
And ine doats upon. thy frantick Page: 
Tho' Preſbyter and Independent praiſe, 

And wondring Cits each guilty. Sentence raiſe : 
Tho — N apoſtate to his Country's Cauſe, 
The friendly Line 'twixt thee and Franklin draws; 
Deems thee the Maſter-piece of Senſe refin'd, 
Another Sidney ſent to teach Mankind : 

Thro' the thin Film of ill-concealing Art, 

Peers up the Rancour of the Rebel Heart; 

D 2 
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In the clear Mirrour of thy lucid Plan, 
The Knave ſtill triumphs o'er the honeſt Man: 
Thus, tho' the Indian paints his Devil white, 
Tis ſtill a Devil, and as black as Night. 
Hugh Peters thus, his Soul all Patriot Flame, 
Felt bold for Goodneſs and his en 8 cas 
But all was ſly Hypocriſy within, 
And the grave Doctor lov'd a luſcious Sin. 
Tho' Virtue's Veil o'erſhades the outward Man, 
A lewd Zartuſfe directs the Boſom Plan; 
A modeſt Socrates in outward Mien, 
In wanton Soul an Aretine obſcene. 
Thus Sailors turn religious in a Storm, 
And, with thy canting Spirit, cry, Reform. 
All honeſt Men with Joy exulting ſee 
The Soul of boding Brown reviv'd in thee 
And, from th Event of his prophetick Page, 
| The happy Iflue of thy Spleen preſage. 
He too ſaw Viſions, talk'd of horrid Crimes, 
Of Morals looſe, and proſtituted Times; 
Saw venal Stateſmen plundering the Realm, 
Saw Palinurus nodding at the Helm ; 
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Saw England tott'ring on the Brink of —— 10 

In all the Ruins of a falling State; D 
Saw France victorious, and triumphant Spain, 
Their Navy riding on the vanquiſh'd Main: 
Beneath his Laſh, Morality expir d, 

And from her Church Religion fad retir jj 
Freedom pull'd down her Altar in Deſpair, 
No Patriot left to urge the ſuppliant Pray'r + 

Pale, deſtitute, and weak, no Virtue left, 

Of every honeſt Principle bereft ; - 

Britannia, languid, like a Harlot.lay; 

In Proſtitution's Lap, to Luft and Sloth a Prey. 
Bankrupt of Fame, and loſt to 25 8 Meed, 

Deaf to each manly Call, each worthy Deed; 

His Book's fo full of Sin, that you wou'd ſwear 
That Sodom and Gomorrah both dwelt there, 

And not old England: Curſe the moral Rage, 
That thus could blacken and defame the Age; 
Shame on the Heart! that thus with Fiend-like Spite, 
Could ſuch a Maſs of Obloquy indite; 

That, full of fuch malignant Patriot Luſt, 

Could on his Country ſouſe with ſuch a Guſt ; | 
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An Age ſo full of Worth, ſo rich in Fame, 
Begg ring the Greek, nay more, the Reman Name. 
When Souls of ſuch a Luſtre ſprung to Licht, 
Deſcription finks beneath their lofty Flight; 
Whoſe great illuſtrious Deeds, in future Days, 
Shall wake Britannia s grateful Sons to Praiſe; 


When Hiſt' ry tells, with {ſplendid Wonders fraught, 
How George commanded, and how Townfbexd fought ; 


What mighty Battles. gain'd, what Trophies won, 

Fam'd Agincourt and Creſſy's Field outdone ; 

Cz/ar himſelf eclips d, and Philip's warlike Son, 
Shall now a looſe tumult ous Crew obtain 

What mighty Kingdoms leagu d cold ud. | 

What Nome triumphant, in her loftieſt Age, 

What neither Saxon nor che Daniſh Rage, 

What the fierce Narr never could inflict.) | 

Nor yet more barb rous and inſulting Pi 

What haughty France, and proud imperious Spain, 

Have oft eſſay d, but ſtill eſſay d in vain? 

Shall a mean, daſtard, Plunder-loving Race, 

Ihe Stain of Honour, Manhood's foul Diſgrace, 
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The Scum and Refuſe of all other Clin e 4. 

- Expell'd for Guilt, and black with nameleſs Crimes 
A waſpiſh Neſt of fierce eontentious Secls, | 
The Schiſm-blown Maggots of corrupted Texts: 
With all the motley Spawn of Filth that ſprung - | | 
From the Hot- bed of Galvins/tick Dung: wid ori: d 
Shall ſuch a Muſhroom, - upſtart, Spleen-rais d Foe, ... \ ..- 
Pluck the freſh Laurel from Britannia s Brow ? | 
Inſlave the State, -and Governtaent deform, 
And, with a P-——'$ Spirit, cry, Reform? tare bd 
Yet Oh! my Country | had the Fates decreed/ '_ | , ..\ 
Thy Fall, they would not thus increaſe the Breed 
Of great intrepid Men, whoſe Boſoms beat Y TO, 
With ev'ry daring, ev'ry manly Heat: 
Who feel for Fame, purſue their Country s Good, - 
Laviſh of Life, and prodigal of Blood. _ : 

See the bold Howes / two Thunderbolts of War, 

Like Leda's Sons aſcend Bellona s Car 
Dauntleſs they range the crimſon'd Field of Fight, 
Spread Terror and Amaae, and pale affright: 
Forgiving Souls ſtill bleſs the gen rous bla, 
They know to conquer, and they know to ſave. 


„ AN APOLOGY FOR THE TIMES. 


See gallant Percy / with a Hotſpur's Fire, 
Dart to the Field,” and all the War inſpire! . 
Mild as a Lamb, but like a Lion bold. 
So fought the brave Vorthumberlands _ 70 
Daringly lucky, fortunately great, 
With the big Soul of Chivalry compleat. . [4 10 
See Harcourt flaſh” like Light'ning on the reef Mit Vas: 
As Cæſar rapid, and as Fabius flow;' 7 Motz 
Juſt as Occaſion prompts the well-tim'd Blow. 
The Fall of States when angry Heav'n intends + 
O'er the whole Maſs one ſlaviſh Soul the ſendsj: 7901 
Degen rate daſtard Hearts foretold the Doom dE) H G80 
Of ſunk Judea, and declining Rome. 
Tho' Individuals may abound in Ill.. 
The Nation in the Eump is honeſt ſtill. ; 
O Faction England 8 Bane, and worſt Diſprace, Wor 
Thou guardian Goddeſs of the mutm'ring Race 1 
From thee what Ills, what dire Diſaſters fla r, 
Unhappy Source of all the Nations Woe | 
Thou firſt the rebel Angels didſt inſpire, -- 
To dare the Thunderer's almighty Fires | 
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In vain! what Pow'r can Heav'n's great King withſtand! 
Plung'd in th' Abyſs, down ſunk the Traytor Band, 
So periſh all whom Luſt of lawleſs Sway 
Inflames, and mad Ambition leads aſtray. 
Thou firſt bad'ſt riſe the Storm in Charks's Days; 
Nought leſs than Murder could thy Rage appeaſe : 
Stern Preſbyter the captive Monarch bound, 
But Independent gave the fatal Wound: 
stern Preſbyter firſt rous d the royal Hart, 
But Independent. hurl'd the poiſon'd Dart; 
And ſtill, with ranc'rous unrelenting Hate, 
His Mem'ry blackens, and renews his Fate; 
Beheads him ſtill in Print without Reſtraint, 
And ſwears twas Murder worthy of a Saint, 
Drunk with the Fumes of popular Applauſe, 
see enamour'd, wed the good old Cauſe, 
No zealous Brother of the canting Train 
Was better gifted to adorn thy Reign; 7 
None better knew the old fanatick Way vi al 
To ape the Patriot, and the Mob betray: | 
None plac'd this Doctrine in ſo tlear a Light, 17 
(Rebellion is a free- born Briton s Right) : 
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36 AN APOLOGY FOR THE TIMES. 
| Kings are the Creatures of the People ſtill, 


And always ſubject to the Peoples Will: 
None better knew to wound a peccant Scor, 13 
To cheat, deceive, and cringe, intrigue, and plot: un 


No FJebu in iltuſtrious Forty-eight 


Drove with more Fury the Mob-ridden State: 
Proud to direct the Tumult as it roll'd, 

No Fear this daring Demagogue controll'd; 
Well pleas'd he faw the mighty Madneſs riſe, 
Joy fluſh'd his Heart, Joy ſparkP'd in his Eyes. 
As Meptune buoyant, on the riſing Storm, 

When Winds and Waves old Ocean's Face — 1 
Beſtrides the Tempeſt in the rude Uproar, 


And bids the Billows laſh the trembling Shore : 


Thus o'er Britannia the fell Tyrant rode, 
And ſcatter d Difcord oer her calm Abode; 4 
Old England felt the Shock, and inward groan'd,” 
And every honeft Man ber Fate bemoan'd; ES: 
Inſulted Liberty, with ſtern Diſdain, 


Saw Anarchy once more reſume her Reign. 


All whom Misſortune, in a luckleſs Hour, 


Had ſunk to Want, and all who luſt for Pow's ; 
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Who lov'd the Phrenzy of tumult'ous Times, 
Grown old in Guilt, and ſtigmatiz d for Crimes; 
Whom Want of Novelty had lap'd in Spleen, 
And Diſappointment blacken'd with Chagrin ; 
The Drones and Waſps of State, a num'rous Race, 
The Nation's Plague, and Treaſury's Diſgrace 
The diſcontented Peer, the pert Divine, 
With Reformation-loving Cit combine: 
All magnify the Patriot's Reſolution, 
And ev'ry Tinker bawl'd for Revolution: 
All join the revel Rout, all ſwell his Pride, 
| (The Devil's always on the factious Side.) 
In the rich Ruins of a falling State 
Temptations riſe to make a Villain great; 
Conjuncture makes the Man, ambitious Souls 
Expand and widen as the Torrent roll 
Gigantick Vice then puts out all her Strength, 
The Serpent vibrates to her utmoſt Length. 
The Wretch who lives on Wrecks, no Calms can pleaſe; _ 
Patriots love Storms, and rough tempeſt'ous Seas: 


, 


When Waves roll high, and angry Billows roar, - 
The Patriot loves to guide the Maſter-oar, 
3 
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But for the Phrenzy of the, madding Age, 
Cromwell unknown had walk d Life's ſilent Stage. 
In other Times, and born in milder Days, | nt 
would have liv'd the Child of Sloth and Eaſe, Vt bind 
A wanton Hog in Epicurus Sty, | 
Nor on the Wings of Fame had ſoar d ſo high. | 
hut fay, What wond'rous-Paw'rs this Man pofleſs'd ? 
By Heav'n how favour'd,. with what Talents bleſs'd? 
Nature and Art both ſtrove with rival Skill, 
To form this Maſter-piece of finiſh'd Ill. 
A fawning Sinon's captivating Art, 
- Conceal'd the Blackneſs of a /Vero's Heart; 
Old Cato's well-ap'd Zeal and Patriot Mien 
A deſp'rate Cariline's fell Projects ſkreen: | 
| Smooth was his Tongue, but full of captious Guile, 
Still Treach'ry lurk'd beneath his fleckeſt Smile: 
In Noiſe and Tumult his-fupreme Delight, 
Clamour uſurp'd his Day, and Luſt his Night: 
So dry the Fountain of his barren Wit, 


Twas only for an annual Pageant fit; 
From coſtive hard- bound Brains, ſcarce once a Year, 
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AN APOLOGY POR THE/TIMES. 29 
When lo! the Plumagef-anothes's Thought, 10 


For genuine Senſe by this pert Jay is brought: 
The Shreds and Tatters of all other Men | + 3 
Compoſe the Linſey-woolſey of his Pen. 20 leid od 
In poiſon'd Anecdote lies all his Art; 20.30 qm dr bi 
With poiſon d Anerdote he ſteels his Dart: 
With Inuendoes dark the Speech abounds, s, 
And, Partbian like, by Retroſpection wounds : 
Knaves he explores, and hunts for Traytors paſt, _ 
Then by Compariſon attempts to blaſt; U 
Still poaching in the Records of all Time, 
To ſtart to View ſome huge gigantick Crime; 

Some vaſt Delinquent in the pillag'd State, 

Some glaring Object of the Peoples Hate: 
Then rounding to a Point the weak-wove Plan, 
In Triumph cries, O Yb / thou art the Man. 
Whene' er he ſpeaks, the giggling Senate rings 
With {laviſh Stateſmen and imperious Kings; 
old Laud once more ſubmits to angry Fate, | 1 39 
And hapleſs Stuart bleeds in each Debate; 57 
A Slave-led Edward crouds the hackney'd Theme, 

In modern Days what need he B name? 
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All muſt 1 vid Biz land! never hk 
So black a Miniſter, a King ſo bad. | 
This Bubble rais'd on Faction's ububled 6 81 
This ſubtle Thief of meritricivus Fame: ñ 
This Arch-impoſtor of a Dupe-led Age bon! h aotion © 
This Sperm and Quinteſlenee of civil Rage N b'\aoiog, i117 
With ev'ry Attribute f compleat, | | obne dnt 
Sets up to mend the Church, the King and State:! 
Thinking his Worth and Spirit to inherit, 2010 af 2:7 
The ſavage Tartar kills the Man of Spirit: 
Our modern Patriot, with the ſame kind Via, Na. : 11348 
The Palimurus labours ko undo; c M 6) 1:54 of 
His Place to gain, L 1 tro 
And taſte the luſcious Bahquet of | Employ : ide 
Is Virtue Vice? Can God and Sin combine? T7 
5 ſhall be Mb, and Soom * ine; 
1 Cato ſhall from Heav W 
In Shape of B—hke, his Country to deſend; 
ſhall be honeſt, and forbear to play, 0 
The ſtubborn Few to gat CBriſt ſhall pray; nd [| 
new made, new built, his Heart and Eead, 
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Like Hyde of Somers ſhall his Sapichce ſhed : 


AN APOLOGY FOR THE TIMES, 27 
But niggard Natute to his Soul hath gyn 14, 
No Light divine, no: Spark of foſt' ring Hea'n 5 — 
Strange | that ſuch Weakneſs ſhould our Wonder __ . all 
Such Inſufficieney excite our PraiſGGe. * A bens 
Thus Driv'llers by the Turks are 100 0 8 1 l oni roll 
Fools are of fav ring Heay'n the certain sen: Enn mil - 22 
The Want of Wit gives ſanctifying Grace... 


CG $3. 
And holy is eſteemid; the Ideot's Face. un prints. 2H 


In the vaſt World of Waters Ocean's Queen, Ile 
Britannia keeps her Court with Pomp ſeene: J lo Ani a 


Her Ships, her floating Bulwarks, ſhield her OY ba 
And mighty Neptune forms her Guardian addons: 


Fixt on a ſolid Adamantine Rock e 3 
Of Winds and Waves, ſhe long bath. ard be e 
Unbroke by foreign and domeſtick Hands, 

on this firm Baſe the Land of Freedom, ſtands. wnific, o 
In vain the Nations round conſpire her Fall, I blog dif 
In vain Rebellion raves, loud Factions bawl. | 
Bleſs' d Iſle! with Nature's nobleſt Bounties crown d! | 
Long fam'd for Arts, and long for Arms renown'd || 

On thee kind Heay' o, propitious in Extreme, | 
Hath ſhed her beſt, her moſt ztherial Flame. 
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| Here even Juſtice keeps the Proud in Ave: 

| Here Property; tit ſubject to the Will 

Of lawleſs Pow'r, maintains' her hatchet fill: 
Here ſhines Religion's clear unclouded Light, 

Free from fanatick Fogs and Popiſh Night: 
Here daring Science wings her loftieſt Flight: 

Here Learning, Genius, all their Charms unite,” 
Thbine is a manly Race of gen'rous Youth, | 

The Pink of Courteſy, the Flower of Truth; 3 

And Wiſdom, with the Dignity of Age, 

Dwells on the Brow of thy maturer ae 

Here Mars and Venus happily: com̃bine, 1 Vit 1 2 me 
And blend their Pow rs to make thy Tring ſhine : 
Here Cultivation, with laborious Hande ,õẽ]jꝑ 1 - 
Spreads ſmiling Plenty o'er the fertile Lad Md bun 


With pregnant Flocks thy verdant Hills are 1 1 6 
Thy Guardian Oaks in lofty Triumph-ſtand, . 

At once the Wealth and Bulwarks of the Land, 

As far as Seas can roll, or Winds can blow, 

On ſpreading Sails thy Union Croſſes go; 
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With golden Ceres thy fair Vales aboundz: noting) 2! 
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Far as the riſing and the ſetting Sun. 
Thy Tides of Commerce ſtill increafing run. 
Thy Soldiers bold, with martial Ardours glow ; 0 et30DtlA 
Thy Sailors toll cheir Thunder on the Foer' | 12 
The braveſt Warriors on the tented Plain, TY 
T he hardieſt Seamen on the n 518 J ach Naiggh 
What bold Invader haſt thou not fubdu'd 2 old g diu, bak 
What daring Foe with Vict'ry not purſu dꝰ 6G ai blu 
Whom haſt thou not reliev d, when ſad Diſtreſs 0 
Hath ſu'd for Aid, and ſuppliant begg d Redreſ ? 
Foe to Oppreſſion, happy ſtill to bleſs, 
Thy Attribute is Mercy in Exceſs. 2; 
Let Yankee Doodle, thy ungrateful Son, £114) © g6gH „ 

Tell what for him thy gen rous Heart hath done: 
What Treaſures haſt thou ſpent, what Battles fought ? 

| What Prodigies of 'matchlefs Valour wrought? 

g How oft for him hath thy fond Boſom bled; 

Shed Seas of Blood, heap'd Mountains of the Dead? 

When pale Diſmay fate anxious on his Brow, | 

Urg'd on both Sides, by French and Indian Foe 3 

Triumphant to his Aid thy Legions flew, 

Taught him to fight, and manfully ſubdue. 

F 
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O'er him thy Bounty like a Fountain flow 14 
And endleſs Streams of Comfort ſtill beſtow'd 
Aſſiduous to his Wants with tend'zeſt Care, 
Thou gav'ſt him more than Prudence well could ſpare. 
The Viper kindled in the faſt ring Breaſt, 
© Againſt the Parent rears. her yenom'd Creſt ; 

And, with a bloody Mero's.vengeful Heart, 

Would in his Mother's Boſom plunge the Dart. 

But Kindneſs {lighted will to Hatred grow, 

And keen Reſentments muſt! from Hatred flow ; 

The more God favour'd, the capricious. Few, 
The more rebellious ſtill the Traytor grew ;_ 
Till Heav'n fatigu'd, and full of vengeful Ire, 
Gave him to Mis ry and his Heart's: Deſire; 
Mark'd him with Neprobation's ſmoaking Brand, 
And ſent him wand ring o er cach foreign Land. 
Ingratitude's a Beaſt no Charm can tame. 
No Favour faften, and no Love teclm 
And Yankee Doodle, full of Shame, ſhall find 
Old England cam be juſt, as well as Kind. 

Tho meek- ey d Pity melts his gen rous Breaſt, 

: Revenge can rouſe the Lion. when diſtreſs d: 
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Inſulted now he feels his wonted Might. 
And foams and roars, impatient for the Fight.” 

Such is this glorious Iſle | The ſame bright i on! 
That warm'd the Fathers, can the Sons inſpire. aul: bib na 
Still Britain pants for Fame, her dauntleſs' Soul ac 
No Dangers frighten, and no Fears controul?- 
The Soil, tho' long fo rich in ſplendid: Merit, 3:18 wart 
Still teems with Worth, and brings forth Men of = ent! 
North ſerves his Country with a Bigot's Zeal, 1 
Like Argus watches o'er Britamia s Weal/ 

Plies ev'ry Nerve and Sinew of the State 
To make the People happy, Monarch great ; 
Above all Subterfuge, Fineſſe, and Art, 
Integrity's the Loadſtone of his Heart; 

His Soul's great ardent Paſſion to excel 

In the beſt Art, the Art to govern well: 
Dauntleſs he holds the vaſt momentous Truſt, 

(Like Cato firm, like A4riftides juſt.) 

Great Men are like the Sun, whoſe ſcorching 0 
In Summer's gaudy Pride too fiercely blaze, 
With too much Luſtre of oppreſſive Heat 
On feeble Mortals the keen Splendors beat; 
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36. AN APO LO GY FOR THE TIMES. 
In Winter we admire his, milder Flame, 
And baſk and wanton in the lenient Beam. 
| Thus living Virtue Envy will create ; lil i 2 
8 When dead, the Hymn of Praiſe we ſing too late: Bur 280 1 
Superior Worth's bright Beam too dazzling ſhines, * ; 
p And meaner Merit in the Light repines: 
Richlieu and Colbers found this Maxim true, 
That Death alone could give Deſert its Due; © 
Partake with theſe, 'O IVortb / one glorious Fate 
Still watch the Welfare: of the lab' ring State; 7 
Do well, and Envy ſhall thy Name purſue > 
Do better, and her Rage thou ſhalt ſubdue ; 
In Admiration loſt, the Hag ſhall raiſe: 
Her babbling Voice no more, except to/praiſe, 
When tis no Scandal to be born a Sch; lind 
When Prejudice in Truth ſhall be forgot; 
When Merit, in her native Charms array d, | of vid 
Shall ſhine unclouded with pale Envy's Shade; 
When England's Worthies grace th' hiſtorick Page, 
Patriots and Stateſmen, Gloxies of the Age; 
When Objects as they are Ihall clear be ſeen, 
Free from the yellow an int of ae spleen: 


AN APOLOGY FOR THE TIMES. 5 
In Spite of Faction, Malice, Party-hate, 
Right ſhall prevail, and Mansfield ſhall be great. 
+ Good-ſenſe, Good- nature, ſweeteſt Gifts of Heav'n, | 
With Engliſb Spirit, are to Beaufort giv n: 
Foe to all Fraud, all baſe inſidious Art, 
Plain Truth is ſtill the Language of his Heart; 
A Heart that for his Country's Welfare glows, 
Feels her Diſtreſs, and melts with filial Woes ; 
As yet unſpoilt. with modern modiſh Crimes, 
A Pattern rare, of old, but better Times. 
Serene and placid, with a manly Grace 
His honeſt Soul ſpeaks in his honeſt Facez OOO 9 
Nor on Plantagenet's illuſtrious Stem, 5 77 
Did ever vegetate a fairer Gem, 
In Manners pleaſing, in Deportment mild, 
On him Complacency propitious ſmil'd ; 
Fixt Principles, which no Court Favours ſway, - - | | 
Nor bend from Honour's clean unblemiſh'd Way: 
True to his Dignity and Country's Truſt, 
He loves his King, becauſe that King is juſt: tile ab] 
He loves the Church, becauſe that Church is purem 
No tawdry proud Coquet, no Prude:demure 3 ain 121 81 
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A modeſt, Heav'n-born, all-accompliſh'd Maid, 
With every Grace of Holineſs array d. 
Few Failings fall by Nature to his Share, 

And thoſe from too much Candour all appear; 
Thinking all others like himſelf Gincere, = 
Oft hath he fell in Treach'ry's guileful Snare: 
And, what's a Miracle in ſplendid Life, 

He dares to love hjs Children and his Wife. 
Nor ſhall the Muſe her well-lov'd Howe forget, 
Whoſe worthy Soul ſtill pays a Brother's Debt ; 
Content to live within the humble Sphere 
of decent Competence, with Honour dear: 

All Parts perform'd, fulfil d each honeft End, 

He loves his Country as he loves his Friend : 

Cordial and warm, and full of ſocial Soul, 

Reaſon ſtill tempers his convivial Bowl : 

And, could Example a gay Age reclaim, 

Chedworth might tempt his Brother Peers to Pame. 
Bathurſt, with Dignity and ſteady Zeal, 

| Holds white-rob'd Juſtice in an even Scale; 

Well ſkill d with equal Fortitude to ſteer 
'Twixt King and People; courteous, yet ſincere: 
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No Charm can ſoften, no Allurements bend, 

To Merit ſtill and Merit's Cauſe a Friend. 

What tho' her C was a fav'rite Child ? 
Themis on Bathurſt more propitious ſmil'd, 

Of Paſſions more ſerene, of Breaſt more mild: 
No factious Bias on his candid Soul, 

No 

Envy in vain her ſnakey Creſt ſhall rear, 

His Heart is honeſt, and his Head is clear. 

Nor ſhall Miſchance make Gratitude omit 
Burgeyne, the Flow'r of Courteſy and Wit 
Burgoyne, the Hero ſtill, the Soul of Fight: 
What tho' his Judgment err'd, his Heart was right. 
England, like gracious Heav'n, ſtill prone to throw 
The Veil of Pity o'er Misfortune's Blow ; 
Abſolves the Man, but wails th' unproſperous Day, 
When Engliſh Valour ſtoop d to Rebel Sway. 
A Rawleigh grac d Eliza's golden Day; 

Brunſwick to Sandwich delegates the Sway 

Of Ocean's Realms; in Spite of France and Spain, 

Brunſwick ſhall wield the Empire of the Main. 


to direct, and to controul ; 
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Attentive to the ſweet-ton'd Voice of Fame, = 
Still Deeds of Pith the Britiſb Tars inflame; | 
The Burnabys and Kepples of the Age 5 
Still feel the Great-ſoul'd Heroes martial Rage: 
Still lives a Hawke, and longs e more to 1 
| A boaſting Conflans on the foaming Wave: | 
Old Ocean groan'd beneath War's dreadful Sound, 2 
And bleeding France ſtill feels the ill-heal d Wound. : 
Dare boldly then, be Heroes to the End, 
Exalted Souls propitious Fates attend. line 2614 
Let no mean daſtard Thought a Dread =, yam; 
No boding C——m cow Britannia's Heart - 25 | "12 
No ſubtle ne, with inſidious 8neeerr,ĩc ft; 2 7 
Make England Joubs her Strength, and Yankee fear: | / 
The Syren ſweeteſt then attunes her Lay, 


When moſt intent to flatter and betray : 

The cunning Crocodile, with labour'd Skill, 
Moſt piteous moans, when moſt alert to kill. 
Tho ſweeteſt Language on thy Lips is hung, 
Guile's in thy Heart, Deluſion on thy Tongue : 
Tho' fmooth as Oil the dulcet Periods flow, 
Thy wounded Country marks thee for her Foe : 
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Thy wounded Country feels the poignant Dart, 
And, if ſhe praiſe thy Head, muſt damn thy Heart, 
Reſplendent Parts our Admiration raiſe, | 
But none but Fools or Knaves a Tartuffe praiſe. 
Attention to his Tricks the Monkey draws, 
But Pug for Goodneſs never claim'd Applauſe, 
Proud lofty Genius, miſchiev'ouſly bright, 
Like Light'ning aſhes with uncertain Light: 
Oft innocent the croſs· blue Splendours ſtray, 
oft wing d with Death tremendouſly they play. 

Search Hiſt'ry thro', her beſt Examples bring, 
Albion till now ne'er had a Patriot King. 
Weigh the Plantagenet and Tudor Line, 
Great Maſſau with the Stuart Race combine; 
In the whole Liſt, ſay where ſhall Britons find 
Such Honeſty with ſuch Good-nature j join 'd? 
A Life fo blameleſs, and ſo fair a Name, 
Such Thirſt of virtuous Praiſe, ſuch Love of candid Fame ? 
Let mad Ambition other Sovereigns raiſe, : 
His Country's Parent be our Monarch's Praiſe : | 
Still with this Maxim be his Soul poſſeſs d, 
His firſt Prerogative's to make us bleſs'd ; 
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Io love and be beloy'd be fill bis Plan, 

The beſt Accompliſhment of poliſh'd Man: 

Polite, well-bred, of cultivated Soul, 

Calm, like his Thames, his lenient Pleaſures roll: 
Like that the Current of his Temper goes, 
And knows no haſty Ebbs, no fudden Flows: 

No Storm can ruffle that great manly Breaſt; 
None but the Storm that ſhakes his Country's Reſt. 
Trace Ages back, and call old Merit forth, 

Of your beſt Kings weigh well the Standard Worth; 
Be all due Honour to their Virtues paid, 

With Freedom be their Weakneſſes ſurvey : 
Thro' the bright Links of this illuſtrious Chain, 

From the firſt Mor man down to William's Reign; 
With noted . Bite, ſuperior to the reſt, 

Let honeſt Brunſwick ſtand the Chief confeft. 
Eduard and Henry, England's Boaſt of old, 

In Fame's eternal Temple ſtand enroll d: 
Lol Edvard's ſetting Sun went clouded down, 
A Harlot ſtain'd the Luftre of. the Crown; 
Fell Perfecution, with her Bigot Train, 
Tarniſh'd the Glory of a Henry's Reign: 
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The cleareſt Head, the moſt expanded Heart, 
The Paragon of Nature and of Art, | ; 
Heard unrelenting the poor Lollard groan, 
And hapleſs Cobham his fad Fate bemoan. 
Eliza too, tho high her Maiden Name 
Soars on the Wings of wide-extended Fame, 
Show'd leſs of chearful Sunſhine than of Night, 
One great Variety of Shade and Light : 
Apparent Virtue's thin tranſlucent Gauze 
Her friendly Veil o'er real Vices draws; 
And Fraud, Finefle, Intrigue, and wheedling Art, 
Were the joint Tyrants of her captiy'd Heart: 
Imperious, proud, with Adulation vain, 
Av'rice and Love of Pomp her Manners ſtain : 
Her boiſt'rous Temper no calm Medium knows, 


Her Men ſhe aw'd with Oaths, her Maids with Blows ; 


Her Life one wild Romance, a Farce between 
Well-feign'd Hypocriſy and real Spleen : 
Now ſhe is wedded to her People, then 
Her People quick muſt bow all Slaves again; 
Juſt as the Love-fit play'd the melting Part, 
Or Pride aſſum'd the Empire of her Heart: 

G 2 


+3 


I — — — —— OO 


4 AN APOLOGY FOR THE TIMES. 

Nor yet by Engliſhmen, or wounded Scot, 

Is luckleſs Mary's cruel Fate forgot. 

This golden Period, this exalted Age, 

Pregnant with Hero, Stateſman, Patriot, Sage, 
Roſe, but with gradual Pace, thro' ripening Time, 
| As Youth till haſtens into Manhood's Prime; 

Great were her Miniſters, the Queen not great, 
A mere Coquet, a Jilt in Church and State : 

Yet Panegyrick here exhauſts her Praiſe, 

Still Tories Trophies to her Mem'ry raiſe; 

Hence the proud Stateſman forms his {laviſh ""M 
And makes this haughty Woman more than Man. 

The Martyr Charles was good; in better Days 
His Merit might have claim'd his Country's Praiſe: 

A Soul ill ſuited to ſuch boiſt'rous Times, 

His Virtues all deſcended into Crimes: 

Benevolent his Heart, but every Grace 
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Came clouded thence, twas Favour in Diſgrace: | 
His Judgment juſt, but, ductile to Exceſs, 

To weaker ſtill ſubmitted in Diſtreſs : 

Not bold enough, when preſs'd to keep the Field, 
And yet unſkill'd how decently to yield : 
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His Temper mild, but Paſſion's haſty Gale 
Would o'er his Coolneſs but too oft prevail : 
Urg'd him to deſpot Meaſures in a Pet, | 
Which his calm Hour would ſtill too late regret : 
Thro' his whole Life one Tyrant Error ran, 

All blame the Monarch, but all praiſe the Man. 


Brave William fav'd the Realm from Popiſh Sway, 1 


And grateful Exgliſbmen ſtill bleſs the Day: 

The dauntleſs Champion of our Country's Cauſe, 
In the good Strife his conqu'ring Weapon draws ;. 
And Time, upon the Wings of deathleſs Fame, | 
To Immortality ſhall waft his Name. 

Thus far the King: but weigh the fragile Man, 
There Weakneſs buoyant over Greatneſs rann 
His cloudy Brow, clung round with gloomy Night, 
No chearful Sunſhine knew except in Fight: 

No ſocial Feelings, no mild Charms invite, 

In Blood and Slaughter his ſupreme Delight: 

Still hangs a Bias on his partial Sul, 

In foreign Channels all Court Favours roll; 

In foreign Ears he empty'd all his Heart, F | 
The Dutchman ſtill uſurp'd too great a Part- 


45 


&___ — 


4%/ AN APOLOGY FOR THE TIMES. 


With ſweeteſt Flow'rs the rankeſt Weeds will ſpring, | 
All blame the Man,: but all commend the King. 
But why ſhould Kings alone engroſs the Muſe ? 
Can humbler Life no Rays of Worth diffuſe ? 
The lofty Cedar loves the Mountain's Brow, 
| The modeſt Lily breathes her Sweets below. 
Say all that's warm in F riendſhip's warmeſt Plan, 
Think warmer yet, and V beeler is the Man. | 
If poliſh'd Taſte, and decent Love of Fame, 
In Britain, grateful yet, Eſteem can claim: 
If Senſe can charm, if Candour can endear, 
No fairer Name than /heeler's will appear. 
marion to woo the rival Muſes throng, 
On him they laviſh all the Charms of Song : 
The Graces, with their chaſte Enchantments fraught, 
Adorn each Sentence, and embalm each Thought: 
Sweet as the Breath-of Flow'r-perfumed May, 


| Ofer the pleas'd Senſes ſteals the Syren Lay: 


Tho' ſoft as Woman, yet as Manhood ſtrong, 
The Stream of Poeſy rolls fmooth along: 
Whether the Sonnet, rich with Fancy's Lore, 
In Friendſhip's Boſom empts her golden Store; 
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Or the bold Ode, with Majeſty divine, 

Swells the big Rapture of the glowing Line: 

Not daintier Sonnets Petrarch could indite ; 

The Theban Swan ne'er ſoar d a loftier Flight. 
Let Smith preſcribe, mature in Galen s Art, 

Few match his Head, but none excel his Heart: 


Not letter'd Arbuthnot ſhone more renown'd,”” ' Of 


For feeling fine-ton'd Soul, and Skill * 
With Nature's ſofteſt Milk his Boſom flows, 
Pities Diſtreſs, and feels his Patients Woes: 
Hygeia o'er his Pen a Charm hath thrown, 
And A ſeulapins marks him for his own. 
Not prone to flatter, Merit fond to praiſe, 


The Muſe to Smith this Boon of Friendſhip pays: 


Be all the World, as well as Oxford, taught 
What ſplendid Cures the good Machaon wrought. 
O Liberty | beſt Boon of bounteous Heav'n |. 

Parent of Bliſs ! in fulleſt Meafure givin. 

To this thy choſen Ifle ; here may ſt thou long 
Thy lov'd Retreat and fav rite Reign prolong : 
Be Britain ſtill thy Care, ſtill watch her Weal, 
With all the Fondneſs of a Mother's Zeal: 
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| Hence, like a copious Heav ubs Show'r, 
O' er all Mankind thy genial Bounties pour. 
While yet amongſt thy Sons e en yet there are 
Who feel for thee,” for thee who greatly dare: 
Whoſe Boſoms glow with thy celeſtial Flame, 
Still worſhip at thy Shrine, till bleſs thy Name: 
Who ſtill with Rev'rence and with Rapture ſpeak | 
Of Rawleigh, Hampden, Walfingham, and Drake : 
Great Souls of old, for thee who nobly thought, 
Or in thy glorious Cauſe triumphant fought. - 
O Liberty! Life's beſt and greateſt Good, 
Bought with a crimſon Sea of Britiſh Blood : 
Thou ancient, holy, venerable Pile! 
Firſt rear'd by Sarons in this happy Iſle: 
Well haſt thou weather'd all the Storms of Age, 
| The Dane's fierce Ravage, and the Norman's Rage: 
Triumphant o'er the long and dire Alarms 
Of rival York and Lancaſter in Arms: 
Shook by the Tudors in an evil Hour, r 
Thou ſtill ſurviv d' ſt thoſe Thunderbolts of Power: 
Nor could a Stuart's weak inglorious Race, 
Still prone to Tyranny, thy Form efface: 
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A Hampden roſe, with Heav'n- directed Soul, 
To check the Tyrant, and his Rage controul. 
Reſtor d by glorious William 5 proſp rous Hands, 
On firmer Ground the new-built Temple ſtands : 
In fair Proportion, Symmetry, and Grace, 
Lovely in Form, complete in Limb and Face, 
Albion's reviving State, when heal'd each Wound, 
Roſe, like Anteus, ftrengthen'd from the Ground ; 
And, from her Fall i improv 'd, grew more divine, 
Still bright'ning, as increas'd the Brunſwick Line, 
The golden Ape of England now begun, 
Now Freedom's Streams in purer Channels run: Pane 
Prerogative, that Tyger fierce of yore. } 
That ſear d the Subject with unceafing Roar, N e be 
Mild as a Lamb, now terrifies no more; 
And Privilege, in decent Limits bound, 
Walks unmoleſted Freedom's ample Round. 
Now Magna Charta, with her Bill of Rights, 
To Freedom's Feaſt all loyal Souls invites. 
Shall this fine Fabrick, this ſtupendous Plan, 
This Maſter- piece of Senſe, this Pride of Man; 
| MS 
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This wond'rous Work of many a Qruppling, Age, 
Now fall by civil and domeſtick Rage ? 
Shall England, ſtill her own worſt fatal Foe, 
In her own Vitals plunge the hoſtile Blow? 
| Shall proud Rebellion rear her Gorgan Creſt, 
And England hug the Manſter to her Breaſt? 
Shall Patriot Malice plead 4 Traytor's Cauſe, 
And brave the lenient Spirit of the Laws? 
Forbid it Heav'n1 may thy black Thunders roll | 
With ten- fold Horrors on the Wretch's Soul: 
Tho P—e with all the factious Crew unite, 
Io paint the Proſtitute with honeſt White. 
Perdition ſeize his execrable Nane, 
And blot him from thę Bock of virtuqus Fame. 
Whoe'er preſumes, thro' Luſt of Praiſe or Pay, 
To plead his Country's deareſt Rights away: : 
Whoe er preſumes, ſtill fand his Parts to how, 
To damn old Englamd, and extol her Fge. 
It is the Thunderer's eternal Wil, 
That Veng ance {ſhall o'ertake Rebellion ſtill: 
For, fince th' Infection fart 'in Heav'n began, 
The Crime is doubly black in guilty Man. 
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Let Diſaffection clap her Raven Wing, | 
Let peeviſh Malice dart her ſharpeſt Sting; 
Like the proud Jew, with too mueh Freedom curſt,” 
The Malecontent muſt murmur; of he ll burſt: | 
And ever with fair Virtue's nobleſt Seed 
Hath intermingl d grown ſome noxious Weed. 
To ſad Diſguſt the Sun' no Charms catii ſhow; 
All Nature wears one: gloomy! Pace of Wwe: 
The beſt of Governments, the beſt of Kings, 
In Facion's blighted Ryes ate blaſted Things: [+6 
Was e en an Angel ſent by gracious Heavn | 
To rule the Realm, the fretful: Patriot Leaven 
Would ſwell and rife, ſome: bluſkleſs —— would ſweat” 
This blameleſs Model of mild regal Cate: | 
This Delegate of Heav'n, with arti A . a 
Of Soul on Stretch: his Country's Weal to · ſerve/ 
5 Was a proud Tyrant, ſent by angry Fate 43.004 
To plague the Land, the People's Scourge and Hate; 
A ſecond James, much weaker than the firſt, p 
With ev'ry mean unkingly Paſſion curſt. 
Such Luft to cenſure, ſuch a Rage to blame, 
80 fiercely blazes Faction's raging Faane. 
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Let B—hke, with Vanity tranſcendent ſmit, 
| Fantaſtick tread his gaudy Walk of Wit; 
With Flow'rs miſplac'd, with Similies unlike, 
In tawdry Speech a laughing Audience ſtrike: 
To dazzle and ſurpriſe his darling Pride, 
And with falſe Lights to lure the Mind afide : 
A blazing Met'or dancing o er the Mead, 
Bright to deceive, and ſhining to miſlead : - 
Yet ſtill unhappy in the manily-Part, | 
le charms the Ear, hut never wins the Heart. 
Like an Arabian Tale with Pomp o erlaid, 
Magnificence too glaringly diſplay dj; 
Di' monds on Di monds heap d, confus dly lye, 
The mingl'd Blaze diſtracts the dazzl'd * 
One Metaphor ftill tumbles o'er another, 
Trope nods at Trope, each Figure hath a Brother: 
In the wild Hurricane of Language toſs d, 
Lull d Reaſon bides her Head, Attention's __ 
Tis tortur'd Nature painted to Exceſs, i 
Tis Beauty ſpoilt with vain ſuperfluous Dreſs : n 
Tis rich Redundancy of cloying Sweets, 
Where the pall'd Appetite a Surfeit meets: 
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His Eloquence, like Tickling, is but teazing, 
A Whore that nauſeates with Exceſs of pleaſing : - 
Then fimplify thy Stile, .ſhun proud Pretence, 
And deign for once to talk with common Senſe ; 
To brighten, not to darken, be thy Plan, 
And learn to talk as Man converſing Man. 
The vain Chicane of Words, the Quirks of State, + 
Puzzle all Argument, and cloud Debate: 
No greater Curſe to Man can Heav'n impart 
Than a clear Head to guide a faithleſs Heart: 
'Tis Veng ance in the Lump collected, hurl'd, 
Like Plague or Earthquake, on a guilty World. 
Splendidly falſe, and miſchiev ouſly great, 
Czſar and Cromwell both o'erturn'd the State: 
Unhappy Rome a Cz/ar's Pow'r bemoan d, (gu e 
And bleeding England under Cromwell groan C. 
Still in a Panick let yon Cladio quake, bras af 
Sleep of one Judgment, of another wake; 
The Slave of Fear or in or out of Pow'r, 
The changing Cynthia of each fleeting Hour: 
Fixt to no Point, but ever in Extremes, 
To- day he praiſes, and To-morrow blames. 
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Camelions take all Colours but: the White; 
Paint in all Hues of var'egated: Light. 
In ev'ry Shape this: Proteus can appear, 
All but the honeſt, manly, and ſincere: 
A Zimri, but withouti tlie graceful Eaſe, 
N No Wit to charm, na. Flies that can pleaſe: 
For Buclingbam had Sprit, Senſe, and Art, 
And wanted nothing but an honeſl Heart. 
In Clodis's dreary Boſom all is Night, | 
No Glimpſe of Hearn, no: Spark: of. virtuous:Light;; 
Ten thouſand Farhom deep, in Horrors bound 
Beyond all Reaclizof Line and Phummer's: Sound, 
His ſtricken Soul ſubſides a vaſt Profſeun de 
Too wav ring for a ſtaunoh Court: ſupple Slave; 
| Fen for a modern Patriot much too ran a ; 
Damn ' d by all Parties; ſtrenuous to no End; 
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Faction herſelf muſt bluſli to call him Friend. 
Who hates not P ce may e ell commend, 
- But who loves Clodio muſt be worſe than Fiend: - 
In great Preheminence of: ſplendid li 2 
Cromwell had Merit, Iuius Cæſas Skillz 
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In theſe, above the Flight of common Man, 
Exalted Wickedneſs tranſcendent ran $: | 
And, with the Ruins of 'the falling State, 5 
Something they did our Wonder to create: e 
Tho' black the Deed, and big with deathleſs Shame, 
Succeſs ſtill crown'd them with the Meed of Fame: 
| Theſe high-bred Villains ſoar too vaſt a Height, 
Thy Genius, Clodio, cannot reach their Flight; | | 
Thy higheſt Pow'r, thy utmoſt Stretch of Art, 
To play the little Knave, a baſe Tago's Part. 0 
Men ſhould their Talents learn, and walk the Line 
Which honeſt Nature points with Mark divine. 
Let Mansfield ſpeak, let well-read Londom write, 
Let Howe not —— inflame the bloody Fight: 
Be P—ce to Kirk confin'd, there rave and rant, 
But ne'er preſume on Politicks to cant ; | 
Old Macbiavel beholds, with tern Diſdain, 
So dull a Pupil his maim'd"Text explain. 

Good Morals to the World let Litchfield teach, 
But . g, were he wiſe, would never preach. © 
Full many a Prieſt will in a Pulpit fail, 
That might have ſhone to wield the Village Flail : 
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Full many a Prieſt his Calling will forget, _ 
Intrigue and plot, and Knaves and Fools abet: 
Like S- Liberty's fair Name employ, 
Not Liberty to ſhield, - but to deſtroy :/ 
I flow'ry Speech, with ſmooth Deluſion ſpread, —| 
Like him the Tankifer of his Heart will ſhed ; 1555 
Ardent the good old Cauſe to recommend. 
And proud to ſtrut Rebellion's boaſted Friend. . 
Full many a Prieſt will fall, for want of Grace, 
And court a wanton Harlot's lewd' Embrace. 
Age o'er his Head hath ſpread her Fleece of Snow, 
And his cold Blood hath long forgot to glow -,) 7 
A rank M——y ſtill his Soul alarm, | 
Still lulls him with her ſtale exploded Charms; 
Plies ev'ry Nerve of faſcinating Art 
_ + To blind his Eyes and captiyate his Heart. Y | 
Hail! well-yok'd Pair! your Fane del dg log, 
If there be Pow'r in Verſe, or Charm in Song, 
The Animal, by Inſtinct s guiding Light, | 
Purſues his Path of Life, and always right. 
The Aſs ne ler tries to ſing, the Horſe to talk, 
The Bear to whiſtle, nor the Fiſh to walk: 
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Why then ſhould Ciadio labour to be great, 
Gainſt Nature's Bias, in Deſpite of Fate? 
Vainly oppoſe the Current's headlong Stream; * - 
And waſte his Strength in toiling but for Shame? 
In Pride, in curſed Pride, his Error lies 
In his own Mirrour-ev'ry Fool is wiſe. 
The Brute is right, but Man erroneous ſtill, 
Toſs'd on the Billows of his own weak Will, 
With ev'ry Gale of Whim is blown aſtray, - 
A Feather dancing in a Sun-beam's Ray. 
Forgot their Bible, Dignity, and Age, 
See mitr'd Quacks aſcend Rebellion's Stage! 
The gaping Croud with gilded Noſtrums cheat, 
And ſcatter Poiſons, deſperate, t ho ſweet; 
They tender Stypticks to the bleeding Form 
Of hapleſs Yankee, blaſted by the Storm: 
But ah! the Med'cine on the Surface dies, 
Deep rankling in the Heart the Venom lies. 
Bluſh, Sey, bluſh, to proſtitute thy Parts, 
Deſpiſe an Empire o'er Plebeian Hearts; 
Reſume thy Bible, ſearch the moral Page, 
And, whilſt both Ears remain, haſte, fly the Stage. 
I | 
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| Go, ————; go, Cen abject s Slave, 
| Go hide thy Shame in ſome lone dreary Cave, 
Where, the pale Moon with'borrow'd Luſtre ſleeps, 
Where prone to Dirt, like thee, the Ivy creeps, 
Round Filth and Naſtineſs exults to twine, 
Emblem of groveling ſordid Souls like thine: 
There ſeed on Faction like an hungry Leech, 
Then void thy Venom in fanatick Speech; 
With all the Impotence of B. ties Spite, 
Prove England wrong, and Yankee Doodle right. 
Nurs'd in the School of Suppleneſs from Youth, 
Too rank a Tool to ſpeak, nay, think the Truth; 
A mere Machine, a Punch upon a Wire, 
That talks and prattles at his Lord's Deſire; 
To-day for ſanguinary Meaſures ſpeaks, 
To-morrow all for Peace the Puppet ſqueaks; 
For ever ready, with the murm' ring Throng, 
To proſtitute Opinion, right or wrong; 
For ever ready, ar his Maſter's Nod, 
To ſpeak all Ways, for Devil or for God. 
Judas betray d his Lord, but conſcious Guilt 
A8 d the > Bribe-before the — was ſpilt: 
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Theſe Men their Country and their King betray, 
But, worſe than Judas, Rill retain the Pay. 
See the fall'n Bard! whoſe ſweetly-plaintive Vein 

O'er dead Maſæus pour d the Woe-tun'd Strain, 

In Age debauch'd, turns Pimp to factious Sway, 
And blaſt the Laurels of his brighter Day; 

In Age debauch'd, turn Slave to Party Rage, 

And bluſhleſs in a Rebel Cauſe engage: 
Curs'd with a boundleſs Paſſion to abuſe, | 
No Charm can ſoften this Cerberian Muſe "TRE 
Practis d to ſnap and ſnarl, and growling dwell; 

With ten-fold Rage on Men who moſt excel. 

On faireſt Fruit the noxious Waſp will prey, 

O'er ſweeteſt Flowers the blighting Worm will ſtray. 
This Bug of Genius, Sooterkin of Wit, 

Hath ev'ry honeſt Reputation bit: | 

The higher Virtue wings her Heav'n-pois'd Flight, 
The blacker flows the Gall of turgid Spite, 

At ſome uncommon Magnitude of Fame 

His Bolt of Slander takes its conſtant Aim: 

A N—th or M——1d his eternal Theme, 

(But royal Scandal his Delight ſupreme :) 
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In royal Scandal fee him dip his Quill! 
And endleſs Floods of rank Detraction ſpill : Y 8 
Like a polluted Stream luxuriant pour 
Spite without Spirit, Malice without Pow'r. | 
| Calumniate boldly, ſomething will adhere, .. 
To gain your Point you ſtill muſt perſevere. 
None better knew this Doctrine to fulfill ; 
The well-train'd Bravo knows his Man to kill : 
Therfites never with more tainted Gale - Wo 
O' er Agamemnon durſt his Spleen exhale; 
Ne'er laſh'd the Ruler of the Grecian State 
With more malignant King-debafing Hate, ; 
In vain let letter'd Pride do all the can, a 
Her Shafts, like Waves beneath the rifing Swan, ou 
All harmleſs fall, the candid upright Breaſt 
Oer Winds and Storms erects th* unruffl'd Creſt. 
Like an old Lecher's long- exhauſted Luſt, 
Whoſe prurient Fancy teems with i imag 'd Guſt, 
The Point of Sin unable to fulfill, 
And wicked only in abandon'd Will : 
His feeble Rage falls fruſtrate to the Ground, 
Like languid Priam's Spear, too weak to wound. 
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Corruption of the beſt is always worſt, 
And Virtue ſunk to Vice is doubly curs d. 
Superior Intellect, ſeduc'd from Right, 
Loves Gloom and Darkneſs, and abhors the Light: 
Superbly bad, and moſt ſublime in Evil, 
As Heav'n's beſt Angel made the blackeſt Devil. 
With Rhedycyna firſt his Muſe began, 
And in the Rage of Satire loſt the Man : 
With King and Government his Rancour ends, 
For, ſay, can Oxford's Foes be Brunſwick's Friends? 
How read, how quoted once, avails thee not, 
Thy Odes neglected, and thy Plays forgot; 
Nothing but Infamy remains of thee, 
'Tis all thou art, and all the K have ſhall be. 

P- tt once was great; his vaſt expanded Soul 


Stretch'd, like unbounded Heaven, from Pole to pole; "IF 


The able Alas of the well-pois'd State 

Ne'er droop'd beneath the huge ſtupendous Weight ; 
Like angry Jove he ſhook th' avenging Rod, | 
And the whole World bow'd awful at his Nod : 
O'er vanquiſh'd Realms our conqu'ring Banners flew, 
And brought a Henry's martial Days to View: __ 
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Whene'er he ſpoke, attentive Senates hung 
On the ſweet Muſick of his magick Tongue; 
With manly Energy the Language glow'd, 
And with omnipotent Perſuaſion flow'd : 
Clear roſe his Morn, and his meridian Ry 
Blaz' d with the Luſtre of the brighteſt Day, 
But now, alas! the Gloom of gath'ring Night 
Steals on, and dims the Mind's enfeebl'd Light? 
His Ev'ning, black with Clouds, goes louring down, 
And angry Met'ors o'er the Horizon frown: _ 
Kind Mem'ry ſtill,” with fond recalling Pow'r, 
With Rapture views his more exalted Hour; 
But, tho' with Gratitude remember d yet, 
"Tis the weak Glimm'ring of a Sun that's ſet. 
Nature's beſt Works are ſubject to Decay, | 
Proud Fame's too oft the Muſhroom of a Day; 
A gloſſy, painted, evaneſcent Flo'wr, 
The gaudy Tulip of a tranſient Hour. 
Swift dy d an Ideot, and down Maribro's Face 
The Tear of Dotage ſtole, the Man's Diſgrace. 
Let Thraſo, ſmitten with the Love of Prate, 
With tedious Tales ſtill lengthen out Debate; 


A 
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Like an old Soldier, all his Vigour loſt, 

His own Campaigns and paſt Achievement boaſt : 
Practis d to bounce, to flaſh, look big, and ſtart, 
With ſapient Shrug his Audience to divert, 
Lab' ring in vain the happy Point to hit, 

That gives the Garland to ſarcaſtick Wit: 

His Arguments but frail, his Judgment weak, 
Scarce ever mount above a School-boy's Freak: 
As Reaſon ſinks, proud Paſſion learns to riſe, 
And Want of Strength loud Confidence ſupplies 20 


> 


Foreſees the Triumphs of all-conqu'ring France; 
Sees England ſunk, her Sun of Glory ſet, 
Plung'd in the Mis'ries of War and Debt : 

Like dreaming Quixote, his Spleen-haunted Brain 
Thinks Flocks of Sheep all Armies on the Plain 
Thinks Windmills Giants of tremendous Form, 
And hears in ev'ry Breeze a threat ning Storm: 
The pregnant Fancy of inflated Fear 

Makes Mole-hills Mountains, and each Film a Spear. 
Tir'd with the Trophies of Newmarket Fame, 
See beat the Field for nobler Game! 


P 
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Reſolv'd in Politicks to try his Speed, 

And run the Sweepſtakes for the Patriot Meed 

With B- and s; and Aldermen a Score, 
With B—k and B—e, and a hundred more: 

But here, as on the Turf, by ſome curſt Chance, 
His Steed ſtill flags, unable to advance; 

The languid Beaſt moves heavily along, 

The Joke and Bubble of the knowing Throng: 
Clam'rous in vain he worries Heav'n and Fate, 
Whilſt V—2h:and G——or win the eaſy Heat. 
Men from their Company will ſtill be known, 

In that the Texture of the Heart is ſhown. 

Can Candour then a ſtill commend, ' 
Patron of P—ce, and P——ley's Boſom Friend? 
In whoſe material Soul tis hard to ſay = 

Which of the two bears moſt deſpotick Sway, 

The rank Republican, or Atheiſt drear, 

Too vain, too proud, a King or God to fear: 
Supremacy in Heav'n or Earth to own, 

 Argues a Weakneſs to great Minds unknown: : 

All ſicklied o'er with the pale Hue of Thought, 
What num'rous Ills hath Superſtition wrought ! 


— 
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Exalted Spirits ſoar a loftier Flight, | 
And hear no Boſom Calls of Wrong or Right : 
No ſqueamiſh Doubt can ſhake the well-ſteel'd Breaſt, 
No coward Conſcience can its Peace moleſt: | 
"Tis clear, the Life to come is all a Dream, 
And Virtue but a vain fantaſtick Name, 
Rods to awe Fools; the greatly daring Wiſe © 
The Fraud dete&, and the grave Farce deſpiſe. 
Theſe more than Men affect th' imperial Nod, 
And to their noble Selves ſhine King and God. 
Clad in the Maſk of Preſbyterian Spleen, | 
Full many a Cz/ar Borgia will be ſeen ; 
Full many a Cromwell too will cant and pray, 
Profeſs the Saint the better to betray: 
Inſidious Vice ne'er gains her End ſo ſure, 
As when fictitious Virtue baits the Lure. 
The Devil at his Will can change his Shape, 
Aſſume all Meins, and ev'ry. Feature ape; 
An Angel now, and cloath'd in Robes of Light, 
A Goblin next, aſtride the Gloom of Night; 
Juſt as Occaſion prompts the well-laid Snare, 
Io give the Line of Sin its full Career. 
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Long ſettl'd on the rancid Lees of Kirk, 
A Soul like ſhuns no dirty Work; 
With ev'ry Gale of Wind ean ſhift about, 
A fawning Courtier in, a Patriot out: oe 
The Point to gain, the Purpoſe to fulfill, 
Can Catiline or Cato ſhine at Will : 
If to diſgrace old England, blaſt her Fame, 
Malign her Werth, and blacken her good Name; 
To magnify each Feature of Diftreſs, 
And ev'ry Failing eolour to Exceſs; | 
To dwell with Luxury of ſeeming Woe 
on each Misfortune, each difaſt'rous Blow; 
To ſtretch each pliant Nerve of labouring Art, 
To prove that Yankee wears an honeſt Heart; 
To dreſs Rebellion in the ſplendid Plumes 
That Loyalty alone of Right afſumes ; 171 
To boaſt of better I imes, and taunting ſay, 
Britain, like other Realms, hath blaz'd her Day; 
But now, alas! that happy Day is o'er, 
Her Glory ſunk, her Majeſty no more; 
In dreary Speech, magnificently fad, 
To ſwear the Nation's State was ne'er ſo bad, 
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So big with Ruin, on Perdition's Brink, 
In Life's laſt Gaſp, juſt on the Point to ſink; 


Yet prove next Day, with Reaſons ſtrong and clear, 


(Sweet Muſick warbling in each lining Ear,) 
That 'twas illegal for the Good and Brave 

To dare their Country, and their King to fave; 
Juſtice forbids, the Conſtitution cries 
'Tis wrong, ſee! bleeding Freedom proſtrate lies 
Now at the Tyrant's Foot, in Thraldom's Bands 
Old England s Genius like a Pris'ner ſtands. 

If this is Popularity's grand Aim, 

The farſt Preheminence let: 5] haben, 


Is this to ſhine the Stateſman? ———— then 
Expand to Fame, thou art the firſt of Men. 


Curſe on the Wretch, who, with malignant Vier, 


Preſumes to ſay the Thing that is not true: 


Curſe on the Wretch, who makes one Moment's Doubt 


To ſerve his Country, either in or out: 


But ev'ry Curſe accumulated fall 4 
On the black Heart, that, ſwoln with Patriot Gall, 
O'erflows the Boundaries of Right and Wrong, 
As loud-tongu'd Paſſion pours its Rage along. 

| — 
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Let no ſuch Men be truſted, there's no Hold 
To keep theſe ſlippery Eels in Virtue's Fold: 
Howe'er Hypocriſy' may gild the Ill, 
The Bias to the Wrong preponderates ſtill; 


| The ruling Principle its Courſe will run, 
And honeſt Nature end as ſhe begun. 


Britons, for ſhame! in one great End unite, 


And join once more the red Roſe with the White: 


No more let Whig and Tory plague the Age, 
Nor in a Bourbon's Cauſe malign engage: 


To North America's bleak wave-worn Shore 


Be Faction baniſh'd, here to rage no more; 
Let Waſhington and Putnam diſunite, 
Hancock and Adams jar with rival Spite : 


Be cheerful Harmony old England's Lot, 
All Feuds and Party Diſcord now forgot : 


Let one great Spirit animate the Whole, 
One daring Genius, one inſpiring Soul: 

In the great Strife let each bold Briton arm, 
And mutual Ardour ev'ry Boſom warm: 


Then ſhall our Fame once more triumphant ſoar, 


And England be, what England was before, 
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Unrivall'd Empreſs of the ſubject Main: 
The Dread of France, the Scourge of sgi 1 


Let ſoft valuptuous Italy impart 


Muſick's beſt Charms, to lull the Love-ſick Heart; 


Let the gay Sons of Laughter- loving France * -- 
Excel in Revelry and ſportive Dance; 
Let others, with more animated Grace, 
On glowing Canvas paint the ſpeaking Face 
On breathing Marble fix the Paphian Queen 
With better Air and more enchanting Mein; 
Make the proud Dome in loftier Pomp aſcend, | + 
And teach the Arch with bolder Sweep to bend: 
Be nobler Views Britannia's daring Aim, 
More manly Paſſions, more exalted Fame. 
Be her's to check Rebellion's lawleſs Sway, 
To raiſe the Meek, and make the Proud obey ; 
*Twixt rival Kings, with upright honeſt Hand, 
Supreme to hold the Balance of Command; 
Give to contending Nations Peace and Law, 
And keep th' obedient World in filent Ames -. - 
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Come Panegyrick, pour thy ſmootheſt Strain, 
Cull the beſt Flow'r from ev ry ehoſen Reign: | 
Take good and yirtuous Alfred” s Patriot Merit, 
Take manly Euward 's hold undaunted . 8471 
From the fifth Hal ſelect his better Part, 

Forget the Rake, and gay merqutial Heart; 

Take Jamess Intellect, but lay aſile 
His Creed deſpotick; and pedantick Pride; 
Take Cbarlers conjugal domeſtick Plan,, 
Shun the proud King, take all the honeſt Man; 
Take William's Love of Freedom, but nd 0% 
His uncouth Manners, and ungracious Mein, 
Omit : Adorn'd with theſe, a. Garland bring, L ei 210 
And crown with Triumph England's tt eee 

Let Britons now their loudeſt Pzans ſing | 
His meaneſt Glory is to be a King: N 
Obedience to the Las is all he crav as, 
And none, except his Paſſions, are his'Slaves; 
Humanity hath mark d him for her own, 

And never fate ſo graceful on the Throne; 
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The Love of Glory may his Soul inflange. 

But tis on Virtue- that he builds his Fame; nb tHe 
The only Luxury that warme his Blood: leser Me 
That beſt of Luxuries, the doing Good ;; 
The ruling Principle that guides his- Heart 78 

Old England's Welfare; che true Patriots Patt. 

Let others proſtitute the flaviſh Muſe, e. 

And modeſt Wortił with Verſe deptav di abuſm 

For Gain, not Glory, wing their venal Flight, 

on golden Fools dull Panegyricks write; 


To give the Palm of Patriot Fame, 
And venal —— with honeſt Cato name; 
Make ——— like another Tully ſpeak, 


And give a daſtard Byng the Soul of Drake. 
Curſe on the Verſe, how ſmooth ſoe er it flow, 
That gives to Innocence one Pang of Woe : 
| Curſe on the Verſe, tho tun'd by all the Nine, 
That meanly ſtoops to Flatt'ry's tawdry Shrine : 
Be mine to praiſe meek Virtue in the Shade, 
To laſh proud Vice, triumphant in Brocade; 
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T0 pity tatter d Crape, with Income ſmall, 
But goad the Prelate, ſlumb' ring in his Stall; 

To bare the Boſom of the ſpecious Knave, 
Io0o blaſt the Coward, and exalt the Brave; 

Io give the Laurel to Deſert in Arms, 

And paint my Country in her lovelieſt Charms: 
This, this is Poetry's ſublimeſt End! 
To this __ adi wel Rhimes 1 
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